THE GIRONDE ATTACKS
Vergniaud. She was an ambitious woman, but before
all a woman. She enjoyed having men court the favours
of Madame Roland, the political leader, who by her
ability had made a husband with the talents of a book-
keeper Minister of the Interior and helped to steer the
somewhat crazy course of the Gironde; but most of all
she enjoyed having men court Manon Philipon, buxom
and of an age when the years of a woman's sway over
the hearts of men are numbered.
There were several men in her following—Lan-
thenas, Bancal, Buzot, Louvet—who did not merely
admire the politician, but likewise the well-preserved,
if somewhat matronly beauty. But Vergniaud—himself
nearing forty—felt more attracted by the youthful
charm and maidenly grace of a young actress, Made-
moiselle Candaille, than by the mature voluptuousness
of Madame Roland. He was, in fact, somewhat obvious
in his indifference. So he was not among her favourites,
and when it came to choosing some one to share with
her husband the distinction of bringing down the
Jacobin colossus, Louvet was chosen.
Louvet, too, had been an admirer of Robespierre,
whom he had characterized as "beloved by the people,
and, what is more, meriting that love". He was a
slightly built, blond young man of effeminate appear-
ance, and affected a Bohemian nonchalance of dress. A
premature baldness gave him a factitiously high fore-
head. He had pale-blue eyes—which, Madame Roland
assures us, shot forth lightning—and was principally
known as the author of a Rabelaisian novel—The
Adventures of the Chevalier de Faublas—which had earned
him the nickname of "Faublas". But he was con-
sidered a literary man of parts, had been the editor of
a political journal and had a reputation as an orator.
The sexagenarian Minister of the Interior opened the
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